any better of himself at heart, and he was haunted by
the feeling that a stout and honest bit of perjury was
worth more than a letter to a daily paper.

He never saw his letter printed., containing, as
it did, the germs of an unpalatable truth.

In the afternoon he hired a horse, and galloped
on Port Meadow. The strain of his indecision over,
he felt like a man recovering from an illness, and he
carefully abstained from looking at the local papers.
There was that within him, however, which resented the
worsting of his chivalry.